206                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
*That man you brought here He was a bandit, your soldier, and you are one, too "
"I am not And he was a worker, not a soldier, either"
"That well see in a moment. Remember now: don't speak until you're spoken to, or well shoot you."
Thus, covered by guns, I was taken to the wall at the other end of the campus where three men were lined up Coming closer I recognized Andrew and Pavel The third one was a complete stranger. The three stood facing the wall To be executed!** flashed through my mind. Then the sergeant pushed me hard, toward the wall. I fell and hit the wall with my head. The scarf slid from my blood-caked hair,
"Get up!" His voice whipped me. "Stand up there, with the other bandits, your pals,"
I got up and stood by Andrew, facing the wall, clearly conscious of the finality of the moment They'll question us some more, and then.. *
*Now, don't lie! Lying won't help you,7" the sergeant admonished us.
"Why bother with questioning them? I could swear they are all bandits,** the Red Cross man insisted. "Let's shoot them and be done with the whole business,"
I stared dumbly at the wall before my face. I raised my head high, not in pride or defiance, but because the wall was chipped above my head, and I could fasten my eyes on the hole there. Only one thougjht persistently buzzed in my brain Wffl tie bullet hit me in the head and will it hart much?
The Gennan sergeaat pulled brusquely at my arm. I turned around and saw his lips were moving; he must have been asking a question. I looked into his eyes, and shwfy ft dawned upon me that he was addressing me in PofisL Sheepishly I asked. "Are you speaking to me?**
To whom else, stupid? We know you are a bandit, too. You were on that barricade, shooting at our soldiers."